An Introduction from Dm&scw

she was like one possessed, mid by that time the child was
so terrified that it could neither hear nor understand. It
shrank from its mother with a fear that was sickening
to see*

" What is the matter*" said I when I could speak, for I
was choking with anger,

" She made a face at her brother," the woman explained,
noticing at last and gazing with obvious surprise at iny rage*

Our gentle hostess, much disturbed, hastened to send
the little sobbing one out into the yard to play*

" We do not treat a dog like that, much less a child/*
said I, still quivering with fury.

The woman looked at me open-mouthed*

u She must learn to respect her brother/* she said*

And there it is*

She felt I did not like her and soon left,

In an atmosphere of restored peace, we waited for
Ashraf, who appeared before long, his round face still a
trifle grey through its shiny black as a result of the illness
of the bullet. He promised me that I should find my
lodging in Baghdad, and gave me a letter to a friend of hi$
who was to provide me with all I could possibly wish lor*
And so, full of hope, I set forth.
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